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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Inspiration came out of the blue after weeks of nothing but worrying and fretting over getting a job. So | sat 


down to write. 


Phil finds him at the usual place, just outside the showers, along the hall. Rick doesn't turn around to look at 
him. The scent and the sleek sweat of his skin are familiar, comfortable. Expected. Phil draws up behind him 
and presses against his back. Calloused fingertips race up his sides, up along his ribcage, come to rest against 
his nipples. Every inch of Phil's skin has settled along Rick's nerve endings hours ago, days ago. Months. Years. 
Rick allows his body to settle back against Phil, seeking all of the dips and turns he knows will hold up his 
weight. Phil's thumb toys with one nipple. 


"You're tense," he says. The words come beside Rick's ear, soft. The sound of them settles over Rick's flesh, 


trail down to the fine hairs along the nape of his neck. "Relax." 


Rick shifts, rolls his head so that Phil can press his lips against his neck. Phil's thumb and index finger pinch 
both of his nipples, twisting gently as he nuzzles at the skin below Rick's chin. Stubble drags and scrapes along 


dead skin cells, ignites the living tissue below. Phil is nibbling now, taking flesh between his teeth before he 


kisses and licks and exhales. 


The hall is empty. Deserted. The doors, Rick knows, are locked. Phil has the keys, back in his duffel bag. It's in 
the locker room, under a bench. Next to Rick's. They slump together in a huddle, touching comfortably, waiting 
for Phil to finish and for Rick to open his eyes and say, "Where are we due at tomorrow?" 


Normal details. Tour schedules. What Phil had for dinner. Little bits and pieces of their lives. Never anything 


personal. Never anything important. 


Phil moves his hands away. Rick rests his forehead against the wall, rotating his shoulders in idle anticipation 
as Phil fishes the lube out of his front pocket. He pulls down the zipper on his pants, pushes the flaps open. 
Rick knows he's not wearing any underwear, just as Phil knew that Rick would be naked, toweling his hair, 
walking down the hall as if both of them weren't aware that it was locked, as if Phil coming up behind him 


weren't ritual by now. 


The lube is cool and oily against his opening, Phil's fingers practiced and quick. His voice unfurls against Rick's 


earlobe once more. 

"Part your legs wider." 

It always gives him a thrill He moans low in his throat, eyes fluttering half-closed. His arm rises to curve 
over his head, fingers clenching and unclenching as he spreads his legs. Phil's palms travel up and down his 
inner thighs, smoothing out the skin, teasing, building rhythm and need. The head of his cock pushes in Phil 
stops, waits, listens to Rick's breathing as it quickens once, then deepens. 


Phil penetrates him. 


His fingers find Rick's nipples once more. He tugs, pinches, rolls them under his palm. He thrusts into Rick with 
sharp jabs of his hips, his balls slapping and pressing against Rick's ass. 


Rick pushes away from the wall. He keeps his palm flat against the cement. His fingers clench and unclench. Phil 
thrusts into him. Rick thrusts into the empty air, feeling heat build and break out along his cock, inside of him, 
where Phil pushes in deeper and deeper. Sweat pools along the small of his back, trickles down his legs. His 
shoulder blades hold up the weight of Phil's chest, his chin over his left shoulder, his breath against Rick's jaw. 
"Yes," Rick says. 


Sometimes he says, "Oh God." Phil murmurs, "Fuck," until he's panting, "Come on, come on," and both of them 


gasp out, "Oh, shit" and maybe, "Oh God, yes" as they come. Phil within Rick. Rick onto the cement wall. 


Phil exhales, low and luxuriant, shuddering at the tail end of the sound as he pulls out of Rick. 


Rick feels him pulling out and he says, "I love you." 

Silence. 

Phil tucks his limp cock back into his jeans and pulls up the zipper. He moves away, bare feet echoing a dull pad 
pad along the hall. The heavy pull and release of the paper towel dispenser clanks out. Phil returns with 


crumpled brown tissue in his hand and wipes Rick's cum off the wall. He crumples up the paper towel and 


tosses it into the bin. 

Shapeless, meaningless words and thoughts form and break apart in Rick's head. He keeps his back to Phil. He 
can't be sure if he's holding his breath or not. An odd, droning hum rises in his ears. He feels it with the edge 
of his mind and isn't sure if its guilt or fear or embarrassment or relief or panic. 

"Did you say anything, Rick?" Phil says. 

His shoulders slump. He picks them up immediately, rolls them once. He turns to face Phil. 

"No. Maybe | moaned something. | dunno. | wasn't exactly paying attention” 

Phil's eyebrows knot together. He runs his hand through his hair, then reaches out to weave his fingers along 
and in between Rick's curls. They're still damp from the shower. A tendril clings to his cheek. Phil moves it 


away, fingertips hovering over Rick's jaw. 


His eyes are soft and unfocused, his body shutting down after sex. His lips part, draw in a breath, then close 


as he exhales. 
Rick's body drops back to rest against the wall. He studies Phil's face, gaze flickering from his eyes to his nose, 


his jaw, the strands of hair tucked behind his ears, his Adam's apple as Phil swallows and it bobs up and down 
and Rick wonders what it was that he said, what Phil heard. 


"Where are we due tomorrow?” Rick says. 

Phil says, "Me too.” 

He turns and walks down the hall toward the locker room. Rick expects the sound of Phil's duffel bag against 
the wooden bench, the rattle of the keys. Phil pulls on his trainers, felt lining slides over his ankles. A soft 
grunt signals that Phil has finally pulled on both shoes. He thump thumps down to the far end of the hall. He 
fits the key into the lock, twists, jangles and finally removes it. He opens the doors and lets them bang and 
smash against the walls. 


Rick listens for his cue. 


"See you at the bus," Phil says. He waves, shoulders his duffel bag, walks out into the crisp, winter night. 


Rick shivers. 

He feels the sound and weight of Phil's words in the back of his mind. They push and prod their way inwards, 
unexpected, alien. They leave a bright red gash behind them. It pulses and builds up heat and makes its way 
along Rick's veins. A warmth mounts and then dissolves along Rick's throat. 


He opens his mouth, but no words come out. 


Naked, he walks to the locker room. He pulls on his clothes, his trainers, combs his fingers through his hair. He 
shoulders his duffel bag and pulls the flap of his coat up around his ears. Phil, he realizes, walked out bare- 
chested. In the cold 

A strange, unfamiliar sound rises to fill the cold emptiness of the locker room. It follows Rick as he makes his 
way down the hall, echoing as he pad thump pad thumps his way outside, flat once he exists onto the winter 
chill. He can see Phil's footsteps in the thin, fresh cover of snow on the ground. Thick white smoke billows 
around Rick's face as he follows the tracks with his eyes, following them to the bus. Their bus. 

The strange sound intensifies and carries him forward. 


He's whistling. 


Quite unexpected. 
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